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Intro: 

just 2 Dykes 
from Kentucky 

By Faith Impulse 


"This is a weird world full of weird people* - 

-Blowfly 

Xrcia<jine you live in the middle of nowhere. No* not even 
the middle-you livg on the fringes of nowhere* what few 
people there are all look the same, dress the same, and 
most importantly they think the same. They live their 
livee doing exactly what they're told to do. 

When something different enters their tight little world, 
these nowhere people get scared. Like cornered rats, they 
strike back at this threatening invader. They get 
violent. They heat, they persecute, they drive people out 
of town, if they're really angry, they kill. 

My rea1 name' ian f t Faith IwpuIse. neither is 
Chocolate' my co-editor's real name, where we live, if we 
revealed who we really are, we'd probably get lynched, or 
at least driven put of town by angry rednecks carrying 

torches. 

I'm white. Valerie is black, in our town, our mere 
friendship is enough to piss most people off. But Valerie 
and l are lovers, too. That's enough to get us killed by 
the small -minded people in this small little town. 

we were both born and raised in these dirty old hills in 
Eastern Kentucky, where jobs are few and cool people are 
fewer. Most of the people who will read this zine 
probably live in big city areas, where people are much 
more tolerant of alternative lifestyles. We sometimes 
feel like we're going crazy way out here, so we'd 
appreciate any feedback or support you could give us. 


Valerie and me have what we call "a funny kind of love," 
I'm pretty much a hardcore lesbian, but val sometimes 
seeks comfort in the arms of strangers, some of them men. 
They get her body sometimes, but I have her heart all the 
time. It seems like a fair deal to me. 



We think of ourselves as good people, we don't go out of 
our way to hurt anybody, we help people in need, we take 
care of the people we love and we sometimes obey the law. 
But-there are some people out there--if you're down with 
me you’ll know what kind of pe'rson I mean--who won't stop 
until every person like Valerie and me is wiped off the 
face of the earth, how, you've got to understand that 
we've never done anything bad to these people. We're not 
mean to them, if we saw them lying on the side of the 
road, we'd get out of our car to help them.But for some 
reason, these people hate us.’Their hate is so strong, it 
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aeems like it's che only thing that tney i 
^ay f it seems like they need us, because t 
soirebody to hate. 

among certain people, many of them who sho 
better, it's cool to hate these days. It's 
But if you've ever come face-to-face with 
hatred, you wouldn't think it was cool. Vo 
everv fiber to rid the world of that hate, 


where would that leave ua? two homeless dykes strolling 
through the hills of eastern Kentucky, begging for food? 
we were totally depressed, kinda hungry, completely 
penniless, and rent was due in six days, and I rent from 
a big, fat, homophobic, racist, macho sexist pig who 
don J t like blacks much less black lesbians, and he H d be 
more than happy to throw try soft, cute ass out into the 
cold if l couldn't come up with the $27 5 that I pay for 
this shitty one-bedroom. So, against my better sense, I 
kept my job. What would you do? in fact, where the hell 
do you think I got the fancy-schmancy color 
xeroxing/plain xeroxing for chocolate IMPULSE done? 

That 1 b right, if you can't beat 'em, scam 'em. 




OUR BODIES and SIN 


I've felt that kind of hate. I've be 
lover' and refused entrance to club£ 
had bottles thrown at me from mother 
rhP time. I'm always at least < 

Valerie and my safety, because I knt 
out there, that there are people wi> 
who would laugh loud and long if we 

Someday, when we save up enough, we 
tiny tinker- town and move to the bi 
people are more open-minded (I hope 
least a little bit of brains. I'm a 
we'll feel like we're entering the 
land of milk and honey. We'll look^ 
laugh at the # old days,' when we li 
a 24-hour prison that people call f 


external iliac a. 


OVARIAN A, 


■URETER 


INTERNAL ILIAC A 


UTERINE A 


UTERUS 


VAGINAL A 


VAGINA 


Things ain't all bad. Valerie found a part-time gig doing 
i (SCO} telephone sales in a town about ten miles from 
here* It's a nighttime thing, and when she gets home from 
work, it's about two in the morning, and I suck her sweet 
black pussy until dawn, when I have to get ready for 
work, she goes to sleep, i type stuff about heartworms 
and black labradors, then we spend a couple late- 
after noon hours together before she goes off to work and 
i hit the sack (to Sleep this time, you pervertsJ) I kind 















of like it this way- We don't get into each other's hair 
too much. When Val's fucking around with some man she met 
in a bar (abb. the insatiable Ms. Valerie Chocolatei}, I 
don't have to know about it.When I want to read a book or 
take the dog for a walk, she doesn't have to get bored, 
when we're together, it's because we want to be together, 
doing something that both of ns like (most of the time, 
that takes place within a 3-foot radius of the bed). 
Valeries' taught me a gold mine of stuff about life that 
my parents didn't clue me in on. in some ways, I think 
I've given Val some of the love and attention her family 
never had time for. It seems like a good arrangement. 
Besides, the sex is just too crazy-good to give up! 

well, I've spent enough time talking about us. How are _ j 
you doing? Let us know with your letters what your hopes 
and dreams are. Tell us what you think about what I've ? 
said, or Just what's on your mind in general. To be 
honest, it gets lonely as hell out here, do i hear a 
pulse out there? Is somebody listening? Your comments 
will help us get through another shitty Appalachian day. 

Who knows7 If you're our type, maybe we can even get a 
threesome going,™ 


i love you and I haven't even met you. 



c:' ! w{' 


Faith Impulse 


Some cite poo£ 
treatment for 
sexual abuse 


IN THE CROSSHHIRS 

by faith impulse 

“IN THE CROSSHAIRS” umi be a regular feature of 
Chocolate Impulse. In each issue, uie mill take aim at a 
person (s) mho me feel has a negative effect on the scene, 
either through exploiting It, or marking against the 
scene's ideals, lbe’ll say the stuff that eueryone else is 
afraid to say. 

In this issue’s installment, me focus our crosshairs on 
dim and Debbie Goad of the may-too-popular Answer Me! 
zine. 1 couldn't think of a better title for It than,,. 


TOO MANY QUESTIONS—NOT ENOUGH RNSUJERS. 

it's common knowledge that you "shouldn't bite the hand 
that feeds you*, but it looks like Jim and Debbie Goad of 
Answer Me! zine are making a career out of it. They spend 
all of their "precious* time criticizing the very 
"underground* that supports them, if these two self- 
absorbed egomaniacs, these middle-aged poseurs hate us 
and don't care what we think, how come they go to the 
trouble of writing, laying out, printing, and selling 
their opinions to us, if they hate us, how come they're 
always confiding their problems to us? if they're so 
anti -social, how come they're doing interviews with every 
zine in existence? if they don't like people, why do they 
live in fucking L*A*, which has over eight million of us 
cockroaches? 


I'll tell you why, and it's an ANSWER that Jim Goad 
probably doesn't want to hear^lt's all just a sham, a 
pose, a style, a convenient demeanor* it's just slick f 
elitist smugness* They're packaging everything that's 
horrible in the world and selling it back to us in a nice 
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big, slick, easy to-read format. And the suckers among 
are buying Iti what's the matter with y'all-there aren 
enough Nazis in the world for you? There aren't enough 
killers? There aren't enough Klu Klux Klansmen? There 
aren't enough child molesters who are willing to rape, 
torture, and kill innocent little children? Do we 
constantly need to be reminded of their existence? 


now, a glorified carnival barker like Jim Goad will tell 
you that he's covering all this stuff in the name of 
"truth," "freedom of speech," and "uncovering stuff that 

no one wants to talk about.* Their secret agenda-and it 
should be obvious to anyone with half a brain in her 
head—is to suppress any truly progressive thought in 
favor of a return to THE same Old SHIT-racist, sexist, 
fascist, ciassiet, white-male-dominated society. They 
present their parade of freaks, hatemongers and other 
undesirable scum with a knowing smirk— "isn't this 
funny?* - but what they're really saying is, "Look out, 
dykes, queers, and blacks-WE'RE STILL OUT THERE, and 
there are a lot more of us than there are of you. we can 
still keep you in your place, either with intimidation or 
direct violence." The Goad's little magic trick is 
presented to us under the guise of honesty and humor. I 
fail to see the truth in what their saying, and 1 sure as 
hell ain't laughing. 


The very fact that the Goads are married proves how 
mainstream and ordinary they are. Traditional marri; 
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Thi) picture show* claorty bow sneezing without covering the mouth with 
a handkerchief may spread dangerous bestipin and 



traditional husband-and-wife roles, traditional jobs, 
traditional man-on-top sex, traditional lilywhite usa 
bullshit* How very revolutionary. 

Hate* HATE, where can ail this hate go # except down? 
They're anti-sex, which means they 1 re anti-people, which 
really means that they hate themselves* Hate destroys the 
person who hates, and Jim Goad will destroy himself, we 
don't have to do a thing* The first time he allowed 
himself to hate freely, to give it full reign, to not 
step back and question what the eventual outcome of hia 
relentless hate would be, was the time that Jim Goad 
planted the seeds of his own destruction within himself. 

So far, they've covered murder and suicide* They've 
sympathetically interviewed racists* They r ve made fun of 
gay people everywhere with a homophobic article about 
NAMBLiA. It couldn' t get worse! could it? Think again. Jim 
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concentration 

CAMP! OH MY GOO, 
WE RE DONE FOR. 


HERE/&1 


HERE 

TOO! 


Maximum Hock and Roll or Details, I fall a little bit 
more in love with you. Ever take a walk on the wild side, 
Debbie? Don't knock something until you tried it, if 
you're ever in Kentucky* look me up* you just might find 
that the answer lies in a little furry patch between my 
legs * 


Figure 12-13 


Goad is now bragging that the next Answer Mel will be 
devoted to the touching topic of rape* Jim! if you r re 
going to make light of other people's suffering, i f ve got 
news for you, brother—there are a lot of us, especially 
women, who have been raped and kept down by pigs like you 
for far too long* WE ARE THE WOMEN of THE WIGHT* If 
you're going to rub salt in our wounds and laugh about it 
with your beer buddies, we will find you some day and 
expose you to the same violence you dream about in your 
bedroom, only this time it'11 be real. Don't fuck with 
this Kentucky dyke, boy, 

to be honest, I must say that there are things in Answer 
Me that l J ve really enjoyed, especially Pebble Goad's 
articles. Debbie seems like she's really In a lot of 
pain—REAL pain, not poseur-pain-a lot of it no doubt 
caused by that asshole of a husband she has. j think that 
if she ever squeezes out from under Jim's thumb and tells 
him to get lost, she has the stuff to be a really 
important writer. And i have to confess something elsc~I 
think i have a crush on her hateful, frizzy-haired self. 
That's right, Debbie. Hate your magazine H love you* I 


FICTION BV UBLEBIE CHOC QUITE 


I broke my hymen with an 
exaeto knife 


Ouchf it hurt so much I saw 
stars. At the hospital, I was stitched up and told to do 
vaginal contractions after healing* It might help the 
orgasmic dysfunction, the nurse said. 

I wish to remain anonymous* Without revealing too much 
I'll tell you I'm a twenty-five-year-old divorcee* I 
married my high school sweetheart Eddie* We were virgins 
and the reason we got married was to have sex* Sex became 
the reason we divorced. We thought conditions would 
change, but they don't. When things are bad, they only 
get worse* Every Thursday we tried. Thursday was my night 
of hell* 

Eddie caught me with a library book one Friday night, 
i'll put it this way - I wasn't reading it* I've tried 
vibrators, wax candles, french ticklers„ brush handles, 
and a back scratoher* 
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Eddie's organ hurt real bad, instead of pleasure, I 
felt pressure. I didn't get lubricated and it was like 
inserting an enema* I squeezed as if I was taking a shit. 
I drew a slight t short tinge, but no orgasm, Eddie rolled 
over. He mumbled, *if you looked sexy* maybe you'd feel 
sexy.' 

A few seconds later, he was asleep* One night we 
stopped trying* But X didn't stop thinking. 

I telephoned sex therapists, i didn't want to be 
considered a freak* so I hung up before they got my name, 
I wrote to Dear Abby but omitted my return address. 
Frigidity leaves me cold and frustrated, vaginismus makes 
insertion virtually impossible and I'm deafeated, 

i read about my condition through my librarian job* 
Books on the subject are scarce. At the library no one 
notices anything. All I hear is pages turning and people 
walking, x feel like screaming* On the outside, they may 
think that I'm a prim and proper bookworm that no one 
wants. On the inside, there's a wild frenzy of unleased 
mania screaming to dance out. 

If I reached; climax, maybe my tension could go away* 
Maybe, if only temporarily. But right now, nothing 
works * 
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| BERTH IN MY LIFE 

BY IMLEBIF CHOCOLRTE 


Friends can be dead when they're alive, IF they're nver, 
seen again. I 

sometimes I dream of the dead, and wonder if it's | I 
their form of communication. Recently, I even dreamed I 
that I was shot in my throat. I felt intense stinging 1 
and then heard two more gunshots. But instead of dying* 
i woke up. Mm&L fjl^l Jlf.l 

Time passes and I feel better, Even though I'm a*% 
depressed type, I'm glad to be alive. The initial shock 
is gone. When I think of the people I've known who arej 
now dead, it just seems like a fact (of life). I feel® 
like I'll join them one day, i'll eee Charlie, my 16 V 
1/2 year old water spaniel and Albert, the cat we had I 
to give up and subsequently was put to sleep by the * 
ASFCA, , without our consent. I'll see old friends and 
we'll smile at each other knowingly. Now none of us hag 
to pay taxes or do laundry, nor go to work, shower,, or ' 
worry about how we lock. Finally a rest. *w 

Wow you're on vacation and you WILL finally get aV 
rest. The most peaceful rest of your life. _ 


The phone rang with the news. I was in bed already. V 
yet, I fell asleep knowing something was wrong. The next^ 
day I looked at my mom and questioned her about the phone 
call. It was Penny's sister-in-law who called, bonny got| 
murdered. It was the first time I'd hear such shitty \ 
news, but it wouldn't be the last. A few months later, an 
acquaintance from the neighborhood was shot. 

when Joe described his brother Bobby, he eounded liked 
an angel. A deaf photographer with the face of Elvis n 
Presbley, killed in Amsterdam. Relatives rolled out. H 
Another old friend, Karl P. was overcome by AIDS. Karen® 
L.'s mother broke the news. Alone in the car, heroin 
overdose, 

'I'm sorry, but the number you dialed has been » 

disconnected.* I knew something was wrong, Bo I called 
Michael's mother, "i have bad news for you, Val.* Once he 
got in that car, he never got out. The wounded voice of a 
mother breaking the news. He was an only child. This J 
woman gave birth to him and is now shocked that he diedil 
before her. 11 

I cried in the shower as the water came pouring down, 
Michael brought me candy on valentine's bay when i had nn 
other friends. He covered his shyness by being "class a 
clown,* He never did me wrong and had a heart of gold. V 
it's always the good, I visualized myself on a mountain^ 
top screaming, "Nol" d 

He was the same age as me. But I've had so many close* 
calls. Cancer scares, car mishaps, cars going out of 
control, almost hitting a parked car, a head-on collision 
with a school bus, falling asleep behind the wheel, almon 
being crushed by a mobile home, attempted robbery at 
gunpoint. It's not your time yet. Kga 

When and who decides? It's not my time yet, so I'mflH 
capable of writing this. I'm not religious but i cross 
myself and eay a prayer to my dead friends. The trashy /| 

people live to ripe old ages, but the ones I've known ^ 

that died had good personalities and interesting stuff to. 
offer. The shitty people's motors keep running strong, ij 
take out my ouija board, but nothing happens. I want to A fi 
believe the dead can hear me. #1 

"He is just away," is written on a sympathy card. Akfl 
Books and movies display heaven as a heavenly placeIII 
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POT-SMOKIN’, CONT- 
LICKIN’, LESBIRN 
KENTUCKV WEEKEND! 

by faith impulse 

You can call me and Valerie hicks, hillbillies, 
backwoods rednecks (even though Valerie's BLACK IJ, and 
even Ma 'n' ma Kettle, but don't ever say we don't know¬ 
how to have funi We know enough country bumpkin sexual 
tricks to send you city slickers howling back to your 
concrete and subways; Hot that we're interested, but we 
can do things that would make "the South rise again" in 
every pair of boys' pants from here to Tallahassee! 
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u Case in point: on a Saturday morning two weeks ago, we 
n bummed a ride with Keith, the only cool guy in town, to 
U nearby Frestonburg. Keith is a friendly person, and he 
, doesn't ask questions- Every weekend, Keith drives in 
£ there to do construction and repair work on houses. 

He drops us off at the bus station in Frestonburg, and 
I we go in and buy two round-trip tickets to Lexington. 

^ we usually go into Lexington every two months or so to 
j buy clothes, records, and zineg, then get drunk and 
t crash in some cheap motel for a night, we had about 
forty-five minutes before the bus left, so we hurried 
^ over to this park a few blocks from the bus station 
where they sell weed. That's one good thing about 
Eastern Kentucky-we grow tons of pot out here* In some 
■ counties, marijuana is the biggest cash crop, it 

frustrates the feds, but there's a lot of poverty and 
unemployment here-shouln*t we be allowed to put food on 
the table by any means necessary? Anyway, we buy two 
dime bags and roll a joint with some papers we begged 
from the dealer, we torch it and then wait for the bus. 


The bus ride was slow and dreamy, As we start to walk 
through Lexington's dirty streets, we make our first 
mistake* # Let ,r s get a drink„ Valerie says, pointing to 
this old skid-row type place. So we walk into the dark, 
dusty bar-it's about eleven a*m + ^and start drinking. 


And drinking, .And drinking. And drinking* And Drinking 
and dancing to stupid Billy Ray Cyrus tunes on r/h* 


i 


box* And ordering more drinks and dancing more* Old 
alcoholics coma and go- we keep drinking and dancing* 


a 
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money to party like stars i 


*How was work?" val asked him as we approached the 
hills leading to Freeburn* ^Gh, it was alright r * Keith 
said. # It was work, what about you guys-did you have a 
good time in Lexington ?" "Oh, yeah,* Val said^ greats 
guys always know how to have fun,' 

, you don J t know the half of it,* val 


as we get ready to go, we realize that SOMEONE had 

stolen our PURSES i Eon of a bitch l what are we going to 

do* The bartender says he doesn r t know anything about 
it and it happens all the time there„ Hysterical, we 
walk into the streets, our little hearts puniping. 

We walk maybe a mile until I collapse on someone J s 
front porch and start crying like a baby. A minute 
later, some hick pulls up p honks, and says, "how much?" 

Valerie and me look at each other and grin, i wipe my 

tears away* 

"What did you have in mind, honey?' val asks the half- 
bald guy p a real Goober if 1 ever saw one. I walk up to 
the car. 'How much for the both of ya?* he asks, sweat 
on his upper lip* ^Hundred and fifty, and you pay for 
the hotel and rubbers,* Val says without missing a 
beat* The idiot agrees i 

Shit! I hate everything about men! And he wanta to FUCK 
me? wel 1 4 11 didn *t t ak e 1ong, and his thing was s o 
small compared to some of those strap-one that val has 
used on me, I hardly even felt anything* He cleaned up 
his mess and left, leaving us with a hotel room for the 


we showered, napped, and went to this Lexington disco, 1 
a weird mix of flamboyant Queers and conservative 
college queers* # Let J s find a girlfriend, # Val says, 
and by that time I'm so stoned, drunk, and homy for 
soff.e REAL, sex, I can do nothing but agree* So we dance 
with tall girls, fat girls, blond girls* rich girls, 
and we get nowhere- we were both ready to crash by this 
time, so we went to the ladies room to piss before we 
left. As I'm brushing my hair and Val's washing her 
hands in the sink next to me, this little dreamboat 
walks in and says, 'Hey, anybody got a joint they could 
sell me?" we give each other that LOOK for the second 
time in the same day- — . H ■ *■ 


/ /VSALUL 


Let's just say that if I didn't love Valerie, i could 
go for this other girl in a major way* she ate me H I 
ate her* we both ate Val, we repeated just like it was 
a spin cycle, and then we all cuddled together in the 
bed and watched old movies .we smoked up both bags, 
polished off two bottles of really cheap wine, and all 
fell asleep like gingerbread girls * 


Whan morning anna, an did we I wa took » “ *“ 1 

Wft kissed our little prom Queen goodbye {ve ve 


we got back into prestonhurg around three o'clock 
Sunday afternoon* Keith, the sweetie that he is, was 
waiting outside the bus station right as we got there 
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